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blush. It was a disgusting joke. 1 often wonder if old Petain, who
had known the English, didn't feel that sense of strength and of a
permanently stout heart that even the old women of suburbia and
Devon had left behind? He was a passing phase, and those hotel
walls would listen again to talks of charity bazaars, which are
infinitely preferable to talks of treason.
Nona went to the American Embassy and was told that foreigners
needed a sauf-conduit to travel.
"That won't stop us," I said. "Nothing is going to stop us any
more."
The streets were full of men in ragged uniforms wearing armlets
that said demobilise. They had no civilian clothing and there was no
home for them to go to; decrepit and tired they looked. For all the
white gloves of the Garde Rcpublicaine you felt there was misery
around you. But there were no Germans. And that was bliss.
We walked past a military hospital. On a bench in front of the
hospital there sat a Moroccan soldier. His right leg was missing.
It had been amputated above the knee. He sat there immobile,
gazing into nothingness. It hurt me to think that he must be con-
templating the world in which he gave his leg for the glory of that
France he was taught to admire. The giving of die leg was his part
of the bargain. He got for it the downfall of France, the disgrace of
capitulation, and the farce called Vichy. There was a tree behind
the bench. Just as immobile and contemplative as the soldier.
There lived in Vichy a friend of Nona's, a Frenchwoman married
to an American. We went to see her in the afternoon. She thought
it was a great thrill to have got across from Paris and a greater thrill
to go on to Marseilles and then to England.
"How I envy you!" she said. She asked some friends in for tea.
Old Frenchwomen, members of the French nobility, Royalists.
They spoke with hatred of Vichy and asked me a million questions
about Paris and when would England win ? They were rather sweet
old women. They spoke of this, that and the other, and one of them
said that an ancestor of hers had nearly had his head cut off by the
sans-culottes.
"One of my ancestors," another sweet old woman tartly said, "did
have his head cut off." The first sweet old woman was squashed.
The door opened and a male guest came in. He clicked his heels
and gave the Nazi salute.
"Good God!" I whispered, "is he a Boche?"
"No, he's a high official in the Foreign Office."